8 
8 
* 


DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 
| F 


A ROMANCE. 


| _ 


Though now no more thy creed chiefs advance 
In arm'd array, nor graip the glitt'ring lance; 
'Thouzh knighthood boaſts the martial pomp no more, 
That grac'd'its gorgeous feſtivals of yore: 
WAR Tro. 


Vet hear the tale, that tells ſuch once were known ! 
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DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 


"THE PRISONER'S STORY. 


— The heart that bleeds, 
From any ftroke of fate or human wrongs, | 
Loves to diſcloſe itſelf, that liſt' ning pity 
May drop a healing tear upon the wound. 
Masox's CARACTACUS. 


«PHE tale of my ſufferings: is 
* ſhort, but pitequs, I was born 
% at Bayeux, in Normandy : my 
YO Ihe <« father 


ũ—— — — —— — ——— —— 
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ther was a notary, but, entertain- 


ing a diſlike to the profeſiion, I 
followed the nobler calling of 


AIlIlns. 


« Our Duke was then preparing 
a force to join the allied Princes 
in a cruſade. The ardour of 
martial glory fired my ſoul ; and I 
united myſelf to a young noble- 
man, ſon of the Baron de Neuf- 
chatel, who had other motives 
than love of arms for quitting his 


native country. 


He had Joſt a beautiful conſort, 
whom he obtained by repeated 
„ combats 
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combats with her ſuitors, and 
unwearied conſtancy. 


« Affliction preyed on his gene- 


rous heart, and he ſought, by 


ruſhing to the battle, to loſe a life 
now irkſome to him. 


« We joined the confederates on 
the banks of the Boſphorus. The 
expedition was glorious, but it 
were needleſs to relate it here.— 
The brave Urban ſignaliſed him- 
ſelf by a valour approaching to 
raſhneſs, but the death he hoped 
to find mocked all his efforts. 


4 DATS OF CHIVALRY. 


„I fought by his fide, and, as 
« we returned to Europe, endeavoured 
ce to reconcile him, to live. My re- 
< monſtrances at length forced him 
«+ into a kind of fullen reſignation, - 


os 


40 We landed on the continent of 
France. Our Duke proceeded in 
* haſte to his dominions, and re- 
e ſigned the command of a {mall 
c body of troops, who were en- 
« feebled by hardſhips and fatigue, 
* to: the - gallant Urban, ordering 
„ him to lead them on by eaſy 
| * marches. 


„Urban had a ſoul as gentle as it 
, was afcarleſs: he choſe the moſt 
© even 


Bars br entvarkyt 5 
« even road for his infiren ſellow- 
e ſoldiers; and at night, when we 
e pitched our little camp, he paſſed 
“ from tent to tent, himſelf exa- 
„ mining their yet-unhealed wounds, 
« and adminiſtering cordials and 
* balfams. 


« At length we arrived in the 
© Beauvoilis. The Barons of the 
« province were at this time in a 
6 ſtate of civil diſcord. The diſ- 
content had broken out during 
« the abſence of the Duke of Nor- 
© mandy, who would not otherwiſe 
« have left this diſabled band to 


„ paſs through a province torn by 
„ diſlentions. „Hal es: 


B 2 « Urban, 


— - 


6 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 
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«. Urban, unknown to fear, was 


4 now rendered cautious by compaſ- 


& ſion for his troops. He marched 


64 ſtill. lowly, but in peaceable or- 
der; well knowing, that a people, 
« irritated by internal hoſtilities, 
« might, on the ſlighteſt pretext; 


turn their warlike rage againſt an 
« unoftending detachment. 


| Whenever we encamped, he 
| „ commanded our proviſions to be 
*« procured by juſt barter, requeſting; 
e them of the peaſants in a gentle 
[ and friendly manner. 


| With theſe generous precautions 
* we paſled quietly two days march * 
& put, 
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but, on the morning of the third, 


unhappy day !— we gained a for- 
treſs, whole ſhattered parapets in- 
dicated that it had been lately loſt. 
and won. 

« Neither ſlackening nor haſtening 
our pace, we ſtill purſued the 
road which led. cloſe by the walls. 
We heard loud ſhouts, as of re- 
cent victory, and obſerved on 


the ramparts ſome armed men. 


« As we approached; one of them, in 
the inconſiderate frenzy of triumph, 
not knowing who we were, hurled 
down upon us the broken pieces 

B 4 % anct 
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e“ and iron head of a vaſt lance. — 
„ They alighted on the ſhoulder of 
« one of our moſt feeble compa- 
4 nions ; the ſpear- Point. ſtruck and 
« transfixed his neck, and he fell 
&- lifeleſs on the road. 


& Pity and indignation in an in- 
© ſtant rouſed revenge; the impulſe. 
was impetuous ; the invalids felt 
* ſtrong as the healthy. 


Aſſault the fortreſs !' in one ac-- 

« cent. burſt; from every tongue.— 

* 'The native intrepidity and ardour 

« of Urban caught the zeal, and 

the furious ſenſation overwhelmed 
* at a blow. caution and reflection. 

« Our 
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„Our attack was as furious as 
* rapid. We made ſcaling ladders 
t of our baggage to climb the little 
* rock on which the fortteſs ſtood. 


<« Tt was feebly defended ; our ar- 
« dour was victorious, and we ſaw 
* ourſelves maſters of a battered ci- 
& tadel. We confined our priſoners 
“ in the dungeons of the fort, till 
* we could determine how to pro- 
* oped; 


« A few moments of cool recol- 
lection convinced Urban of the 
« peril of his fituation. Thus to. 
remain among jarring adverſaries, 


TJ in. 
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in an unfriendly province, was 
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rendering his troops an object for 


revenge; but the violence of the 
aſſault had ſo weakened thoſe al- 
ready haraſſed by toils and dan- 


gers, that not one was able to 
march. Beſides this, our heroic 


leader would have ſpurned the 
cowardice of haſtily retreating, 
like the ſpailer departing with his 


Prey. 


« We therefore reinforced our- 


ſelves in the fort; and, finding 


many accommodations neceſſary 
to our ſick, quietly repoſed fror 
our labour. 


„We 
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8. | « We interred our flain compa- 

* „ nion beſide the rock, with all the 

e „ tributes of reſpect our ſituation 

5 , « allowed. No one interrupted the 

| $ « pious rites, there being only a 

) 1 few cottages near, and the pea- 

Z FE « ſants fearing to moleſt us. | 
„In two days our ſoldiers reco- 
a « vered ſufficient ſtrength to proceed 
: « on the march, and the third morn- 


ing was fixed upon for our de- 
*© parture.. 


\ 


The preceding evening we were 
* arranging our baggage and the 
« materials of our tents, when a 
„ ſentinel, 


LL — 


12 Pays or enrvarny. 
*, ſentinel, whom we had plated 
« on the turrets, cried, in a loud 
« voice, that he ſaw ſomething move 
cc at a diſtance like an armed force. 1 


Urban and myſelf aſcended the 
% rampart. The evening was duſky, 


© but we could diſtinguiſh the wa- 
eving of ſtandards, and. the move- 
&< ment of ſteeds. 


« 'They approached in the ſtraight- 
direction to our fort; and, when 
« within about a quarter of a league, 
e turned aſide, and were loſt in a 
« thicket. Mo 


« Accuſtomed- 


=, 
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Accuſtomed to the ſtratagems of 


war, we ſurmiſed they meant to 
lie in ambuſh till the twilight was 
darkened into night. 


„We collected all our force in 


caſe of an aſſault, and waited un- 
dauntedly for the event. We 
were not deceived. In two hours 
the band we had ſeen iſſued ſud- 
denly forth, and ſurrounded the 


fort. We found flings and ar- 


rows, which we ſhowered on them 


from the ramparts, but they were 
more than thrice our number, and 
unhurt by fatigue. 


<«. Impatient 


T4 DAYS OF CHIVALRY-.. 

« Impatient of a lingering ' com- 
£* bat, Urban propoſed to leave the 
« fort alone, and demand a parley 
with the chief ;—humanity for his 


* 


invalid ſoldiers rather inſtigating 
„ him to explain the cauſe why he 
« had ſeized the fortreſs, than to 
« raſhly continue the fight in revenge 


= of the aſſault. 


He ordered the gates to be un- 
barred, and forbidding any to fol- 
„low, with a firmneſs they dared 
not diſobey, he ſtood on the 
*+ {ſummit of the aſcent, and waved 
his hand to the leader, in ſign of 
«demanding a conference; at the 


„ ſame _ 
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ſame time throwing down his fal- 
« chion, as if to decline the com- 
* bat.— 


„We had lighted no torches on 


'< the ramparts, that we might not 


c direct the aſſault of our foes, and 
*< the night was ſo duſky, Urban 
ce could only diſtinguiſh the chief by 
e the place he held. His ſignals 
* were nevertheleſs, underſtood, and 
« the chief, in a loud and haughty 
« tone replied, he deigned not to ca- 
% pitulate with a leader of a ban- 
* ditti, bidding him fiercely reſtore 
* his ſpoils. 


*©*< The 


15 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 


„The indignant Urban raged at 
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the imputation; and, ſnatching 


his falchion, darted down the 
declivity, together with his faith- 
ful ſoldiers. I ſprang after my be- 
loved friend. 


« He ruſhed furiouſly on the 
chief who had given the inſult. — 
We followed, and, engaging in 
the dark, a ſcene of dreadful con- 
fuſion and horror enſued. 


« ] ſtill kept cloſe to the fide of 
Urban, who aimed all his ven- 
geance on the chief. Their valour 
was equally intrepid, At length 

0M © « the 
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« the chief, hurling aſide his ſhield, 
« graſped his falchion with both 
« hands, and drove, with impetuous 
« fury, a violent ſtroke on the ſhoul- 
4 ders of his foe. 


« Irritated by the anguiſh of the 
* wound, Urban, returning the 
« blow, ſent his weapon through the 
ce corſlet of the chief, who exclaimed, 
« I am ſlain!” 


The diſmayed troop crowded 
« round their teader, and our {ol- 
« diers, fatigued and ſtrengthleſs, 
« ſtayed their arms. Urban, gene- 
„ rous as brave, commanded his 
men to aſſiſt in bearing the fainting 
vol. II. 8 «*« foe 
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«© foe to the fortreſs. We car- 


( 


Cc 


T c 
65 


a 


he 


ried him on our bucklers, and 
placed him gently on a couch in 
an inner apartment of the fortreſs. 


&« Urban, whoſe reſentment was 
now vaniſhed, notwithſtanding his 
own wounds bled plentifuily, ſtood 
by the fide of his foe. A torch 
was now brought Of 


Here the priſoner's voice faltered:; 
pauſed, and his -wretched frame 


| ſeemed to be tottering on the verge 


of life ; then, ſtruggling to command 
his voice, he proceeded. 


* 
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« A torch was now brought, — 
„Urban ordered cordials to be 
d fetched. The wounded foe {poke 
e not: his ſoul was rapidly leaving its 
« abode. Urban ſeized a goblet in one 
<« hand, and with the other raiſed the 
-«« beaver of the chief ;—but his hand, 
* convulſed, quitted its hold. The 
« features were thoſe of the Baron 
«, de Neuf-chatel, the features of his 
* father !— 


« He fell on the expiring warrior, 
« but with one mighty effort inſtantly 
"<< roſe, to catch the laſt graſp of a 
<< parent's breath. a parent murdered 
by the hand of an only ſon !— 


c 2 6 The 


20 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 

« The Baron feebly raifed his 
cc eyes, —fixed them on Urban, as if 
« unconſcious who had ſlain him, — 
« ſtretched out his hand to him, and, 
« ſeeming inwardly to breathe a laſt 
„ benediction, expired. 


| « We now found, — fatal diſco- 
l « very |—that we had been warring 
« with Normans, — with our coun- 
* trymen, — our fellow-ſoldiers. A 
| * ſcene of conſternation and diſtreſs 
I took place. We wept, we graiped 
| s the hand which but a moment be- 


l « fore had wounded us. 


1 « The dreadtul tumult forbade all 
inquiry of the horrid miſtake, and 
« the 
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the wretched Urban called for all 


our help. 


« He laid pale and ſenſeleſs, nor 


could the eye diſcover, as he was 
ſtretched by the fide of the father 


whom he hadinnocently ſlain, which 


was the living, and which the 
dead. 
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CHAP. 


4 Y cares, joined to thoſe of all 
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{D 
to 


CHAP. VIL. 


*Tis only when, with inbred horror ſmote 
At ſome baſe act, or done, or to be done, 
That the recoiling ſoul, with conſcious dread, 
Shrinks back. into itſelf, 
Masox's CARACTACUS, 


around, at length reſtored the 


6 unhappy Urban to recollection. We 
« drefled 
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dreſſed the wound on his ſhoulder, 
but the anguiſh. of the ſmart, and 
the frenzy of his mind,. occaſioned 


him every inſtant to relapſe. 


« Tt was neceſſary that the dread- 
ful intelligence of this unfortunate 
« tranſaction ſhould be conveyed to 
« the Duke, and the ſooner it was 
« done, the leſs might the event be 


miſinterpreted by rumour.. 


3 Here new difficulties perplexed 
eme. The brother of the Baron de 


1 «© Neuf-chatel was a man of dark 
g « deſigning ſoul, — known to be per- 
8 « fidious, cruel, and ambitious: his 


| q ec 
= C 4 nephew. 
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nephew was too brave, too virtu- 


ous, to be beloved by a kinſman 


of ſo oppoſite a temper. I dreaded 


his inſinuations, but my taſk muſt 
be performed. 


« I judged it prudent, before TI ſet 
off, to convey my friend from the 


fortreſs. Aſſiſted by his weeping 
ſoldiers, I bore him on a litter to 


a remote cottage ; informing the 
peaſant who owned it, that he was 
a knight who had been wounded” 


in a fingle combat. 


„They were too ſimple to make 
inquiries, and too humane mot to 
attend him with the utmoſt care. 
—.— « Before 
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« Before I quitted him, I offered al! 
er the conſolation my affection could 
« ſuggeſt. I dwelt chiefly on the 
«* tender farewell the Baron had ta- 
« citly taken of him, which plainly 
« proved that he believed him guilt- 


« leſs of any defigned attempt againſt 
«. his life. 


« This laſt recollection ſeemed 
« togive him ſome little comfort : he 
« ſelzed the faint conſolation, and, 
« ſtraining his hand on his boſom, 
„ ſeemed as if he would faſten the 
idea to his heart. 


« I left him in tranquillity, but 
* a tranquillity of ſettled dejection, 


&« leaving 


26 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 

leaving with him two of his moſt 
« ſaithful ſoldiers. I haſtened to 
Rouen. Our feeble troops, aſſiſt- 


ed by the Baron's, ſoon followed. 


lf tc ] related to the Duke, in the moſt 
ll « candid terms, the unhappy tranſac- 
ii « tion. He condeſcended to inform 
| « me that ſome of the turbulent Ba- 
lh * rons of the Beauvoiſis had attempt- 
li ed to ſhake off this ſubjection to the 
lj „ Gauls; others, who maintained their 
i * allegiance, oppoſed them; and the 
li diſaffected applicd to the Normans 
| c for aſſiſtance. 
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«© The Duke was not in treaty 
with the Gauls, and fo fair an op- 
portunity of making himſelf maſ- 
ter of the province was not to be 
reſiſted. 


« The Baron de Neuf-chatel was 
accordingly diſpatched with a force 
to join the malcontents. On his 
arrival, he was informed that a 
party of wandering banditti had 
attacked and taken the fortreſs of 
Arbonne, and ſecured themſelves. 


therein. 


« The neigbouring inhabitants 
welcomed the Baron as their pro- 
“ tector,.-. 
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tector, and beſought him to com- 
mence his victories by conquering 
theſe rapacious ſpoilers. The Ba- 
ron conſented, and attacked the 


fortreſs, which produced the dread- 


ful event J had to relate. 


« The brother of the deceaſed 
Baron was with the Duke while I 
told my unhappy tale. I obſeryed 
his ſcowling brows Knitted with 
partentous frowns. I dreaded 
his aſcendancy over the Duke, and 
tried, by painting the wretched ſi- 
tuation of the innocent Urban, to 
ſink the dark ſurmiſes of his falſe 


uncle into one ſentiment of com- 
* paſhon.— 
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m- If <+ paſſion. — Alas ! he knew no ſuch 


he To ſpare you long details, (con- 
d e tinued the Priſoner, ) the treache- 
„ rous brother of the Baron deter- 
« mined not to loſe this fair oppor- 
tunity of inheriting the vaſt do- 
mains of Neuf-chatel. He per- 
© ſuaded the unwary Duke that 
Urban, ambitious to graſp his fa 
ther's wealth and honours, had in- 
tentionally concerted the ſcheme 
which had ended fo fatally. 


The abſurdity of the ſuſpicion 
was obviated by the exquiſite cun- 
ning of this falſe favourite; and 


« the 
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the Duke iſſued a proclamation, 
commanding Urban to be brought 
to Rouen, to meet his trial as a 
murderer ; — offering at the ſame 
time large rewards to thoſe who 
ſhould diſcover and convey him 
thither. 


« T remained at Rouen in ſecret, 
till the Duke's determination was 
known, fearitig to appear, leſt 1 
ſhould be compelled to diſcloſe 
where 1 had placed my unhappy 
friend. 5 


I then privately departed to the 


cottage, and removed him from 
6 . 
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* 


* thence to the ſecure ſanctuary of 
% a convent, on the borders of 


« France. 


« He was too weak, and too much 
« oppreſſed by his anguiſh of mind, 
« to know or to care whither he 
« was carried. I conſigned him to 
the protection of the holy fathers, 
« (who promiſed every care it was in 
* their power to beſtow ſhould be taken 
of him,) and returned to Rouen to | 
« afſhiſt, as far as my feeble efforts would | 
permit, his houſchold and family 
« from the treacherous defigns of 
« his uncle. But, ah! I too was 


« perſecuted for my attachmeat to 
„ my friend. I was ſeized, and 
% commanded 


32 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 


cc 


commanded to betray him, to 
deliver him to unjuſt vengeance. 
I firmly refuſed, and my obſtinacy 
was denounced guilt : I was ſtig- 
matiſed as an accomplice in the 
plot. 


« At length I was put to the tor- 
ture, becauſe I would neither be a 
traitor to my friend, nor confeſs a 
cnme of which I was innocent. 


« Moderate pangs would not ſa- 
tisfy the rage of my fell perſecutor. 
The excruciating torments he uſed 
to extort my confeſſion diſlocated 
my joints, and reduced me to the 
ſituation in which you now behold 


me. 


« Perpetual 


19 — —— 3 
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< Perpetual impriſonment followed 
my ſtubborn refuſal to accuſe my- 
« ſelf; and twenty years have I 
« dragged my disjointed limbs along 


« this cell: but heaven, approving 


« my integrity, has rendered this 


% abode of pain and wretchedneſs 
« more grateful, more dear, to my 
« ſoul, than the moſt {ſplendid dwel- 
8 lings of eaſe and luxury, without 
« the ſweet reflection that I had ſa- 
« ved my friend, my much-loved 


Urban! 


I learned with delight, from the 
Monk who attends the priſoners in 
* this fortreſs, that the unfortunate 


VOL. 11. D .« youth 


34 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 


« youth died in the convent, where 
I had placed him, two years after 
« the dreadful event that cauſed him 
« {uch cruel regret. | 


His end was full of peace and con- 
« ſolation; cheered by the hope, that, 
% when re- united above, he ſhould 
« receive from his innocently- injured 


parent the forgiveneſs of a bleſſed 
ſoul. 


« That I too ſhall join them, (ad- 
e ded the Priſoner) that I ſhall hear 
them commend my perſeverance, 
and pity my ſufferings, is the only 
relic of happineſs my wretched 
ce lot affords, | : 
6 It 
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& It is this that has winged the 


heavy hours . I have numbered in 


my lonely den; it has given new 


limbs to my feeble frame, and 
made my ſtiff joints ſeem flexible 
and light as the members of happy 
youth. Rleſſed in this aſſurance, 
there is but one thought that leads 
me back to this wretched world, 
and that is a thought of comfort 


mingled with anxiety. 


« had juſt time, before I was 
ſeized, to reſcue, from the ven- 


geance of the ambitious barbarian, 


the little fon of Urban. I car- 


ried him to a convent in ſecret, 
and if Hubert ſtill lives 5 


D 2 The 
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The Knight ſhuddered, ſprung up, 
and in frantic apprehenſion exclaimed, 
«© I am Hubert!” 


The Priſoner tried to raiſe his 
feeble frame, — gazed on the Knight 
in ſpeechleſs anxiety, — then, with 
ſtruggling voice, cried, © From whence 


ͤgNoſt thou come?“ 


« ] was educated in the convent 
*« of St. Gervas (rephed Hubert, 
* 1mpatiently) ; and this ribbon was 
left with me in the care of the 


* Abbot, as a teſtimony of my fa- 
4 mily.““ 


The 
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The Priſoner gazed on it, and 
ſought to lift his grateful hands to 
heaven; but the ſtiff joints of the 
elbow ſuffered not tlie thankful eleva- 
tion. He could only raiſe his languid 
eyes, and ſtretch out his withered 
arm, to the ſon of his beloved 
friend, 


«© Thou art indeed Hubert! (he 
& cried) ;—thou art the Baron de 
« Neuf-chatel !—Behold all my tor- 
« tures rewarded!“ 

Hubert had no voice : he could 
only claſp to his heart thoſe hands 
which once, in all the pomp of 
war, had graſped the {pear and ſword, 
and were now, in the caule of his 


D-.3.. unhappy 
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unhappy father, rendered uſcieſs ;- 
and that their once- ſupple joints were 
unable to enliven the time of him for 
whom he had ſuffered ſuch unmerited 
tortures, wrung the priſoner's heart 
with anguiſh. Hubert could not. 
thank his preſerver, — he could not 
extol his heroic virtue ;—faint expreſ- 


ſion gave way to tears. 


The joy of diſcovering his family 
was alloyed by the bitter detail of 
his wretched father's fate, He ſeemed 
to know his parents only to bewail 
them; and it was ſome time ere he 
was ſufficiently calm to relate to his 
deliverer what had betallen him ande 
he left the monaſtery. 


When 
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When he had ended his relation, 
Euſtace, which was the priſoner's 
name, expreſſed his ſolicitude to know 
what could be the cauſe, and who 
the author, of Hubert's unaccount- 
able impriſonment. 


« Ah ! (cried the faithful friend 
of Urban,) „little did I think, when 
*« a few days paſt I heard the ſound 
« of ſteps paſſing through the court, 
„ho they were conveying to this 
horrid abode of miſery and misfor- 


„ tune! 


4 


A 


“That evening the keeper had 
* forgotten to bring my accuſtomed 
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« pittance of food, and I had raiſed 
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myſelf on my couch, ſo that TI 
could reach the grate of my cell. 
could juſt diſcern the creſt of a 
helmet: — what had been my joy, 
my grief, had I known it was the 
helmet of Hubert!“ 


«© And what had been mine, 
(thought Hubert,) had I known 
that the ſkinny hand I faw through 
the grate, in the court, was the hand 


that preſerved me and my father!“ 


The keeper now arrived with the 


unwelcome intelligence, that Hubert 


muſt return to his cell. — He parted 


{rom 


_— 
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from his heroic friend, with a look 
and air that ſpoke all the feelings of 
his grateful foul. 


Euſtace graſped his hand between 
both his own, returning thanks to 
heaven for thus recompenſing all his 
tortures ; then tranquilly compoſed 
himſelf, on his hard couch, to taſte 
the ſweet ſlumber of the innocent, the 
brave, and the great of ſoul. 


Hubert paſſed this night in a tu- 
mult of mingled ſenſations; even the 
beautiful Baroneſs occurred leſs fre- 


quently to his imagination. 


It 
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It grew near morning, and -the 
ſleepleſs Knight was ſtill ruminating 
on his wretched parent, his perfi- 
dious uncle, and the heroic Euſtace, 
when he heard a groan iſſue from the. | 
cell of the latter. 


He ſprang up in the ardour of 
gratitude and anxiety, and was bound- | 
ing to aſſiſt and cheer his generous 
friend, when the barred door of his 
own cell told him he was a. captive. | 


For the firſt time, he felt the hor- 
rors of impriſonment. To be confi- 


ned from his own occupations, his | 


own delights, was to a foul like 
Hubert's | 
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Hubert's a {mall mortification ;— 
but to be bolted in a narrow den, 
when he heard his friend, his pro- 
tector, as he imagined, attacked by 
ſome acute pain, and to which his 
wretched frame was ever liable, — to 
hear him groan, and be forbidden to 
fly to alleviate his anguiſh, was tor- 
ture not to be borne. 


His arm, accuftomed to the labo- 
rious toils of war, was vigorous and 
firm. He tried the barred door, but 
its iron chains and maſſy beams 
mocked all his efforts. 


The groan was repeated, and Hu- 
bert would have burſt the door, or 
have 


44 DAYS OF CHIVALRY- 


have died in the attempt, had not the 
found of the Keeper's ſteps caught 


his car. 


He came with the morning pro- 
viſions, and Hubert with difficulty 
obtained permiſſion to enter with him 


the oppoſite cell. 


What was his grief, when he ſaw 
Euſtace, pale and graſping for breath, 


in the agony of convulſions. He 


threw a pleaſed and affectionate Jook 


on Hubert, making a ſign to him to 
approach his miſerable bed. 


J am going at length (cried he) 


to rgoin my much-loved. friend; 
cc and 


tlie 


O- 
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* and heaven has ſent his brave ſon 
« to cheer and comfort my laſt hour.” 


Hubert, by. the moſt earneſt 1n- 


| treaties, prevailed on the guard to 


fetch ſome cordials, and to defire 
the officiating monk to haſten to the 


cell. 


He obeyed ; and, while he was ab- 
ſent, Euſtace employed the \ ſhort 
ſpace in pouring forth bleſſings on 
the youth he had ſo kindly preſer- 
ved ; while Hubert, kneeling by his 
ſide, in ſilent agony, received his be- 
nediction. | 


« Diſcover, my dear fon, (cried 
the illuſtrious friend,) “ if poſſible, 
5 « the 
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the author of your impriſonment: 
but what do I ſay? How, in 


this captivity, ſhall you find the 
the means? —It cannot ſurely be 
your uncle? He could never have 
diſcovered you. That you may 
be reſtored to liberty, to the ho- 
nours of your family, and every 


happineſs this frail life affords, is all 


95 


my earthly wiſh. — But how 


The guard now returned with the 


holy father. Hubert held the cor- 


dials to the lips of the fainting Eu- 


ftace. He turned them to kils the 


crucifix, which the good monk ex- 


tended to him; then, fixing his laſt 


glance 


e 


| death, that ſtiftens the frame. 
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glance on Hubert, calmly, and with- 
out a pang, refigned his pious ſoul to 
heaven. 


Hubert threw himſelf by the ſide 
of the pale corſe, now little different 
from what he had ever ſeen it. The 
diſlocated joints mocked the power of 
They 
were even in lite cold and unpliant.— 
The voice, that breathed ſuch pious 
reſignation, ſuch firm heroiſm,—the 


calm look, — theſe indeed were 


gone: in every other reſpect, Euſtace 


was {till the lame. 


Hubert, with the moſt earneſt in- 
treaties, beſought the guard that he 
might remain by his liſeleſs friend: 


tears, 
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tears, with which he never before ac- 
companied ſolicitation, joined the 
tender requeſt, Even the heart of 
the keeper, — a heart hardened by 
his office, — relented. The Monk 
bade a pitying adieu to the afflicted 
Knight, and Hubert was locked in 
the cell with the ghaſtly corſe. 
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CHAP. II. 


Therefore pr'ythee 
- Supply me with the habit, and inſtru me 
How I may formally my perſon bear, 
Like a true friar. 
SHAXESPEAP.E. 


T was ſome time before the keen 
ſorrow of Hubert, at thus find- 

ing ſo precious a friend only to loſe 
him, gave way to the rational idea 
vol. 11, 3 that 


: 
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that he had cloſed a life of patient 
torture, and was gone to receive that 
. never-ending reward and felicity the 
good are ever {ure of finding. 


His pious ſoul ſeized the conſola- 
tion, and it ſoftened his affliction into 
gentler regret. He paced the cell 
in ſilent muling, his eyes {till fixed 
on the corpſe; reading, in its (hri- 
velled limbs, a leſſon for human vir- 


tue, for human fortitude. 


With tender care he cloſed the 
hagard ſunken eyes of Euſtace, com- 
poſed the mean mantle that arrayed 
2 frame once manly, graceſul, and 


ſtropg, 
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ſtrong; but now, through inflexible 
integrity, diſtorted, ſhapeleſs, and 
dreadful, to the eye! He ſpread his 
own ſurcoat gently over the body, 
and ſat down by its ſide, as if to 
watch, to guard it from unhallowed 
hands. þ 


Thus he paſſed the day, by turns 
bewatling and exulting in the fate of 
the generous Euſtace, and ſtrength- 
ening his own fortitude by ſo illuſ- 
trious an example. He roſe not from 
his poſture till rouſed by the entrance 
of the guard 1n the evening : he had 
gazed on the untouched food of Eu- 
ace only to weep 3 but now pre- 
terred a ſmall refreſhment from that 

E 2 to 
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to the proviſion which the keeper 
brought. It ſeemed -.a- conſecrated 
morſel; and he raiſed with reverence 


to his-lip that chalice-from whoſe 
brim Euſtace has ſo often with pious 
gratitude ſipped the cold water. 


The next evening- the keeper ap- 
peared, accompanied by two- other 
men and the Monk, to bear. away the 
body of his friend for interment. 


They raiſed the corpſe, and bore it 
with ſolemn ſteps down the long 
paſſage to the little chapel where 
Hubert had once paid his devotions. 
He followed, —a- faithful mourner.— 

The 
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The Monk, ſaid the mals, and Hubert 
felt his whole ſoul loſt in devotion 
and the awfulneſs of the ceremony. 


The good father approached the 
grave, and Hubert's heart thrilled 
with a pang of ſorrow, when it cloſed 
over the relics of his Euſtace: the 
Monk, bending over it, feized a 
handful of the foil, and, turning to 
Hubert, © Preſerve this! (he cried,) 
—a memorial of the duſt of a true 
friend, here inhumed. —I know the 
{tory of Euſtace !” 


Hubert's emotion ſuffered him not 
to notice the ſingularity of this addreſs. 
| E 3 He 
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He graſped the mould, and, folding 
it in his ſurcoat, preſſed it to his heart 
with fervour. | 
He lingered by the grave tilt all 
had left the chapel, the keeper with 
a torch awaiting him in the gallery. 
He gazed on the ſpot till the laſt de- 


parting beam was loſt in gloom; 


and, reluctantly following his guard, 
was again, by his own deſire, barred 
in the cell of Euſtace. 


Claſping his band on the fold of 
his ſurcoat, that contained the ſoil 


from his friend's grave, Hubert was 


ſurpriſed to feel his finger preſs ſome- 


thing that ruſtled like paper; and, 


uncloſing 


Fenn $$ 
uncloſing the veſt, diſcovered that it 
was a letter directed to himſelf. | 
He haſtened to open it, but he 
was in darkneſs; and curioſity could 
not ſo much uſurp the place of grief 
as to make him wait impatiently till 
the dawning light ſhould diſplay the 
contents of this myſterious epiſtle, 
ſo ſtrangely conveyed to him. 


Employed ſolely by his medita- 
tions on Euſtace, he ſcarcely thought 
of the letter, till morning reminded 
him he could now perufe it. He 
turned towards the Mule, and read 
as follows, ae 
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The faithful. Odo has at length 
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diſcavered the author of his. bes 


loved maſter's impriſonment. The. 


baſe Earl of Eſſex, jealous of the 
warmth with which Sir Hubert at 
court mentioned the beautiful Ba- 
roneſs de Mainfroy, and of the 
courteous regard he received from 
her, when he attended the Earl of 


Athelnay to her caſtle, hired ruf- 


fians to ſeize and confine him in 
the caſtle of St. Michael's Mount. 


— Truſt in the holy Father he 
is our. friend, and will deliver you.“ 


Freſh matter for wonder and me- 


ditation now darted on the mind of 


Hubert. Indignant reſentment ſeized 


6 his 
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bis whole heart; yet he rejoiced to 
have diſcovered, through the faithful 
care of his truſty. ſquire, his ſecret 
enemy. He was gratified by the jea- 
louſy of Eſſex; and the memory of 
the Baroneſs de Mainfroy, more lively 
than ever, fired his gallant ſoul. 


When he grew calmer, he con- 
templated, with pious aſtoniſhment, 
the train of events that had thus led 
him to the knowledge of his family; 
and the malice of his rival leſs an- 
gered him, when he recollected that 
it had brought him to the priſon and 
knowledge of the unfortunate Euſtace. 


Evening 
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Evening approached, and Hubert 

was loſt to miſery in deep muſing, 

when the door of the cell . opened, 


and the guard entered, accompanied 
by the good Monk. 


I have beſought this opportu- 
« nity (ſaid the. latter) to beſtow my 
« ſpiritual comfort. Thy grief is 
« too violent, my ſon;“ — then, 
changing his tone, as the guard with- 
drew, „ Sir Hubert, (added he) ! 
« am come to reſcue you from the 
«6 unjuſt impriſonment your foes have 
« inflicted on you. I am ever en- 
gaged in the cauſe of the inno- 
“ cent. Your ſquire, who took re- 
« fuge in our convent the evening 


« Ol 
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on which you were ſeized, has in- 
e tereſted me in your ſafety.” 


Then, taking from under his caſ- 
ſock a bundle artfully folded, he 
diſplayed a black tunic; a white 
cope, like that he wore himſelf; a 
roſary, a ſmall filver crucifix, and 
the badge of the order of St. Francis, 


Hubert gazed in filent aſtoniſh- 
ment and wonder, and {uffered the 
Monk to array him in the holy habit. 


Make haſte, my ſon (ſaid the 
beg generous religious); — your path 


« is > Clear before you, — The time is 


EN 


« precious : 
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precious: — you will find your 


ſfſquire at our convent.” 


Confuſed at thus being unexpect- 
edly freed from his priſon, Hubert 
could ſcarcely recover himſelf; but 
his native ſedateneſs ſoon returning, 
he muſed whether it was honourable 
thus to quit an unjuſt captivity by 
ſtealth; yet no other way might ever 
offer, and he was reconciled to fly to 
claim juſtice of his foe. But his na- 
ture was too generous to accept any 
advantage at the poſſible injury of 
another,, and he. ſcrupled leaſt the 
good father ſhould find inconvenience 
in performing this kind part. 


60 My 
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% My holy character (ſaid his de- 
« liverer) protects me; and 1 pals, 
« fo frequently to and from the dif- 
« ferent cells, that the deceit can 
never be diſcovered : beſides, you: 


| « are only confined here from motives 
of private revenge, and therefore 


« jt will be the more eaſy. to anſwer 


„the few inquiries which the Go- 
« verngr, through ceremony, may 


« think hunſelt obliged to make, 


I could not ſo befriend you, were 
you are priſoner of ſtate.” 


Hubert was now ſatisfied, and pre- 
pared to depart ;. but, as he took up 


the cope that was to. conceal his head, 


he 
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he found, with diſtreſs, that the hel- 
met, the precious gift beſtowed by 
the amiable Baroneſs, when ſhe: ſo 
ſweetly liberated him from captivity, 
mult be laid afide!. 


He ſpurned the idea of quitting it 
but with life; and, hurling the cope 


at a diſtance from him, was tempted 


to remain for ever in durance rather 
than baſely forſake this invaluable 
pledge of generous courteſy. 


The buckler, beſtowed at the ſame 
time, he had already loſt in the 
ſtruggle with the perſons who con- 
veyed him to the fortreſs; and thus 


to 


LS 
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to relinquiſh both boons was baſes, 
neſs, was cowardice, to which tho 
ſoul of Hubert could never ſtoop. 


The friar remonſtrated, the hour 
grew late : ſtill he heſitated; but his 
deliverer forced the helmet from his 
head with a gentle violence. He 
could not now: refift, but parted not 
from the beloved caſque till he had 
extorted a promiſe from the father to 
place it as a trophy on the grave of 
his dear, his valued friend, Euſtace. 
Conſoled by his ſacrifice to friend- 
ſhip, he wrapped his face in the cope; 
and, leaving his gratitude with the 
a good 
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good friar, threw a farewel look up 
the paſſage towards the chapel, and 
walked flowly from the cell. 


. He was ſoon met by the guard, 
who lead him, as he was wont- to lead 
the Monk, to-a {mall outer gate of 
the fortreſs; and then, begging his 
benediction, wiſhed him a good even- 
ing. Hubert filently waved his hand, 
and, deſcending the rock with tre- 
pidation, haſtened to the convent. 


The holy fathers welcomed the reſ- 
cued Knight with courteous bleſſings. 
The faithful Odo threw himſelf at 
his maſter's ſeet in tranſports, who 

thanked 
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thanked the good ſquire with grati- 
tude for promoting his delivery. 


Hubert, thus at liberty, muſed on 

the ſtrange events that had ſucceeded 
his voyage to Normandy with mingled 
thankfulneſs and delight. He poſ- 
ſeſſed a ſoul too exalted to wiſh im- 
moderately for the wealth he was 
heir to. He gloried not in his rank, 
that he was indeed the true Baron de 
Neuf-chatel ; but, when he thought 
of the Baroneſs de Mainftoy, —of her 
heroic virtues, and the illuſtrious. ſa- 
crifice ſhe had made, —when he ex- 
claimed, I am a Norman !” his 


ou] exulted, 
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Perplexed in what manner to make 
his family known to the world, with- 
out claiming his eſtates from the 
graſp of his perfidious uncle, he de- 
termined at length to repair to Rouen, 
and brave all the dangers he might 
meet from the power and malice of 
Lis falſe relation. To throw himſelf 
on the juſtice of the Duke ſeemed 
the moſt honourable path he could 
take; he therefore, without delay, 
attended by his ſquire, ſet forward 
with expedition for Rouen. 


Immediately on his arrival, he haſt- 
ened to the Duke's palace, and de- 
manded audience. A knight of ſo 


noble 
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noble an appearance commanded re- 
ſpect, and he was inſtantly admitted. 


In the moſt plain, as well as dig- 
nified, terms, he related his ſtory. 
The Duke liſtened attentively: he 
remembered but too well the tranſac- 
tion of the fortreſs of Arbonac. 


« If you are the ſon of Urban, 
(ſaid he, when Hubert had finiſhed) 
« the juſtice of heaven reſtores you 
to the inheritance of your fathers. — 
The Duke de Neut-chatel died yeſ- 


terday PIE. 


Hubert, aſtoniſhed, eagerly aſked 
if he had acknowledged his cruelty 
F 2 to 
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to his unhappy nephew previous to 
his death. 


He made no confeſſion, (replied 
the Duke) but ſeemed to ſtruggle 
with ſome ſecret pang ; and exhorted 
me, if the ſon of Urban ſtill lived, 
to reinſtate him 1n the honours and 
wealth of his family.” 


Hubert produced the ribbon left 
with him at the convent of St. Ger- 
vas, appealing to the holy fathers to 
confirm his relation. Father Henry 
was ſummoned to the ' Duke's pre- 
ſence. No doubt now remained of 
E abert being the true heir of Neuf. 

chatel: 
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chatel : the Duke confirmed his title 
by public acknowledgment, and gave 
him poſſeſſion of the palace and do- 
mains of his uncle. 


The firſt action of Hubert, after 
becoming the Baron de Neut-chatel, 
was to array himſelf in armour that 
bore the device of his family. He 
provided himſelf with a buckler, on 
which was curiouſly wrought the two 
damſels leading a knight to the tour- 
nament ; and on his caſque he diſ- 
played, in martial pride, the ſpotted 
leopard. 


8 After properly returning t the greet: 
ings of the nobility at Rouen, and 
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paying his © obedience to the Duke, 
Hubert haſtened to depart for Eng- 
land. 


Before he left Normandy, he re- 
turned his grateful thanks to the 
Friar whGO had reſcued him from the for- 
treſs of Mount St. Michael. He 
paſſed tlie rock on which the priſon 
ſtood at ſome diſtance; and, when 
embarked, could plainly diſcern the 
little window of the chapel, which 
overlooked the ſea : his eyes Were fixed 
on it, and his heart filled only with 
tle image of Euſtace and of his fa- 
ther,—till the laſt crag of the rock 
funk beneath the waves, and the 


tops 
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tops of the turrets wholly diſap- 
peared from his view. 


When arrived in England, Hu- 
bert's firſt care was to fly to his pro- 
tector, the Earl of Athelnay, and 
inform him to whom he had fo ge- 
nerouſly extended his favour:, — a 
debt of gratitude which the brave 
ſoul of Hubert was ever ready 10 


pay. 


He had brought only another * 
ſquire beſides the truſty Odo, and a 
ſmall retinue; and, when alighting 
at the Earl's caſtle, was ſuppoſed by 


his appearance to be lome forei 
knight. | 


en 
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He flew with eagerneſs to the 
apartment of his illuſtrious friend, 
and, uncloſing his beaver, diſcovered 
himſeltf, —ſtill the fame grateſul, gen- 
tle, yet independent Hubert, though 
wearing the devices and bearing the 
title of the Baron de Neuf, chatel. 


The Earl had a generous ſoul; he 
had firſt ſignaliſed the bold youth for 


his fondneſs for arms, and his amia- 
ble qualities had ſince engaged his 
kindeſt love and affection. 


. Hubert related all that had be- 


{alien him, claiming a promiſe from 
the Earl not to diſcover his rank till 


he 
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he had encountered his rival, the 
Earl of Eſſex. The brave Athelnay 
ſecretly deſpiſed the mean cowardice 
and oſtentatious pomp of Effex's cha- 
racter; and wiſhed, without appear- 
ing to take an intereſt in the affair, 
to ſee his baſe revenge chaſtiſed by 
the dauntleſs arm of him he had ſo 
grofily infulted. 


On leaving the Earl, Hubert ſum- 
moned a herald, and diſpatched by 
him the following defiance. 


« A Knight, much injured by the 
« Earl of Effex, defies him to fingle 
combat, and dares him to match 
cc his 
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« his arm with that of him whom he 
«© has wronged. The heralds will ad- 
wy juſt what {pot ſhall be appointed 
« for the fight.” 


Effex felt his heart ſhrink at this 
bold challenge. He was cowardly, 
luxurious, and hated the laborious 
exertions of war ; but his fame for- 
bad his refuſing to accept the offer of 
a battle which the preſervation of 
his honour demanded. 


He returned a haughty anſwer ; 
and an open ſpace of level ground, 
uied frequently for tilts, for ſhoot- 
10g with the long bow, and other mar- 

tial 
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tial exerciſes, was appointed for them 
to meet; and the third morning was 
the time fixed on for the deciſion of 
a combat which was to ſink the Ba- 
ron de Neuf-chatel into the abyſs of 
deſpair, or raiſe hum to the pinnacle 
of bappineſs. 
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CHAP, XII. 


Tl anſwer thee in any fair degree, 
Or chivalrous deſign of knightly trial. 
SHAKSPEARE, 


ARLY on the appointed morn- 
ing, Eſſex, attended by a ſplen- 

did train, and accompanied by the 
whole court, appeared on the circus. 
He 
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He was mounted on a white ſeed, 
richly capariſoned ; his armour was 
blazoned with gorgeous devices, and 
his ſurcoat pompoufly embroidered. 


The judges of the field meaſured 


the ground, and the halt-trembling 
| Earl gazed round for his foe. The 
Earl of Athelnay already was placed 


among the ſpectators, and all anxiouſly. 


| waited the arrival of the challenger. 


A knight, attended only by a ſin- 
ole ſquire, bearing his ſhield, ſoon 
appeared: his veſt was foreign, and 
his arms unknown ; his. whole ap- 
pearance was fimple, plain, and un- 
Fo aſſuming 
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aſſuming. He made a ſign to Eflex 
toenter the liſts, and wheeled his own 
courler ſwiftly round. 


Who art thou? (cried the Earl 
in a contemptuous tone.) — Thou 
hadſt better ſeek ſome foe of thy 


own rank.” 


« I am the chaſtiſer of thy inſo- 
« lence !”” replied Hubert haughtily ; 
and couched his lance with an air 


at once graceful and fierce. 


His manner and ſedate valour inte- 
reſted all the ſpectators, and they 
purſued. him with eagerneſs, as he 
wheeled the long career. 


- 


Eſſex, 


O 
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Eſſex, afluming a fury he did not 


feel, entered the liſts with rapidity, 


and each antagoniſt darted to the 
onſet. 


The lance of Hubert firſt craſhed 
on the caſque of his foe, and ſhivered 
it into a thouſand ſplinters; that of 
Eſſex, who was leſs accuſtomed to 
martial exploits, feebly ſtruck the 
vizor of Hubert, with a force that 
only parted the iron head from the 


beam. | * 


Hubert now vaulted lightly from 
his ſteed, expeCting his foe to do the 
lame, and, graſping his ſword, ſtood 
in a poſture of attack. 


The 
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The cowardly Eſſex . mocked his 


expectation, and, baſely continuing 
mounted, maintained the advantage. 
He ſpurred his ſteed on Hubert, who, 


though rouſed to unuſual fury, ſtill 
preſerved his prudence and art. 


The judges of the field prepared 
to interpoſe, and the ſpectators loudly 
exclaimed that the laws of combat 


were broken ; but Hubert, waving 
his hand to them, to ſuffer the fight 


W proceed, they deſiſted. 


The baſe ſoul of Eflex exulted in 
his cunning, and he hurled the beam 
of his lance, which he Kill held, with 
5 z violent 
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a violent whirl on the head of Hu- 
bert, who, ſtooping, broke the force 
of the ſtroke, then' daſhed with col- 
le&ed might on his ungallant foe. 
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The intrepid youth for a long time 
maintained the unequal combat, till 
the white body of the courſer was 
ſtained with his own blood, and Effex « 
himſelf wounded in numerous places' 
through the plates of his armour. 


Ere& on his ſaddle, the diſcour- 
teous Earl repeated his cowardly 
ſtrokes on the caſque and ſhoulders 
of Hubert. The blood, which fol- 
lowed the blows, irritated {till more 

VOL. 11, | 5 the 
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the generous foe : hurling aſide his 
ſhield, he graſped his faulchion in 
both hands, and with giant ſtrength 
drove it through the ſide of the Earl. 
As he drew back the ſteel, with that 
ready generoſity which ever marks the 
heroic ſoul, he averted it from the 
ſtce.|, which, contrary to the ordi- 


nances of knighthood, had been thus 


urged on an unhoried foe. 


The rider and fteed fell together. 
The field reſounded with ſhouts of 
victory and applauſe, at the addreſs 


and 1ntrepidity of the unknown 
knight. 
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Ever humane and great of foul, 
Hubert affiſted to raiſe the bleeding 
Earl, who, doubly diſgraced by his 
cowardice and defeat, was ſupported 
by his attendants. The courtiers 
thronged round the victor in eager 
admiration, and the judges of the 
field, advancing, begged reſpectfully 
to know his name, that they might 
convey it with honourable mention 
to the king. 


« Let him who has injured me, 
ſaid Hubert, with dignity, “ aſk my 


name.“ 


The Earl of Athelnay here ap- 
proached, and, taking Hubert's hand, 
G 2 preſented 
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preſented him to the ſurrounding 
nobility. 


« This 1s the Baron de Neuf-cha- 
« tel,” ſaid the Earl. 


The ſpectators gazed in aftoniſh- 
ment, and Eſſex, raiſing his feeble 
head, ſaid faintly, © I never wronged 
„ the Baron de Neuf chatel : -I know 
« him not.” 


Hubert lifted up his vizor. © Doſt 
% thou not know him?“ ſaid he, in 


an angry and haughty tone. . 


* * . 


Eſſex ſtarted, turned aſide his head, 
and, growing more faint, was con- 
veyed from the ſpot. ety 
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The whole court for ſeveral days 
fpoke of nothing but the gallantry 
and valour of Hubert. He had met 
Eſſex only as a ſimple knight. The 
injury had only been done to Sir 
Hubert, and as Sir Hubert he reven- 
ged it ; but the combat over, he ap- 
peared in the arms and with the dig- 
nity of the Baron de Neuft-chatel. 


The wounds of Eſſex were not 
fatal; yet he recovered ſo ſlowly, and 
had ſo much incurred the averſion 
of all true knights, that he was not 
{8 a length of time ſeen at court. 


Hubert had left England before the 


Baroneſs de Mainfroy had actually 


9 3 relinquiſhed 
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relinquiſhed her eſtates, in obedience 
to the vow ſhe had made her father. 


He did not doubt but that ſhe would 
perſevere in her glorious deſign: yet 
was anxious to know if the king had 
had the obduracy to fulfil the laws 
of the realm, in claiming the forſei- 


ture of her domains. 


He anxiouſly inquired her fate, 
and his inveſtigation brought the 
lovely Baroneſs and her diſtinguiſhed 
virtue to become the favourite theme 


» 


among the courticrs. 


The King at length began to re- 
lent. One day, among a circle ot his 
9 moſt 
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moſt noticed favourites, when the 
Earl of Athelnay and the new Baron 
de Neuf-chatel were preſent, the Ba- 
ronefs became the topic of genera] 
converſation, Her refignation of her 
domains was mentioned with caution, 
through reſpect to the preſence of the 
Sovereign ; but all extolled her beau- 
ty, her amiable manners, and la- 
mented that a damſel, (to maintain 
whoſe perfections the molt illuſtrious 
ſerrants of knighthood would be 
happy to dare the whole order of chi- 
valry to combat) ſhould be buried 


from the v or.d. 


The King ſeemed for a while ab- 
ſorbed in muſing; then, turning to 
G 4 the 
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the Seneſchal. Well, (ſaid he) if 


the youthful Baroneſs will yet accept 


of whatever huſband I fhall appoint, 
I will conſent that he fhall be a 


Norman.” 


The heart of Hulert bounded with 


trembling hope. The king continued 
thus. 


« That none may deem me par- 
« tial, I will proclaim a ſolemn tour- 
„ nament. All our nobility ot Nor- 
„ man origin ſhall enter the liſts ; 
% and whoever bears away the prizes 
« in the trials ſhall win the lovely 
« Baroneſs, Diſpatch a herald (con- 

« tinued 
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« tinued he) to the Seneſchal, to 
inform her of our clemency, and 
« our. determination; at the {ame 
d time make known to her, that we 
command her to appear among our 
« ladies of the court, at the ſpec- 


« tacle of the tournament.” 


Hubert's exuitation knew no limits 
at this declaration, till he recollected 
that fortune might not favour his arm; 
for, though accuſtomed ever to bear 
away the trophies in tilting matches, 
as well as the ſpoils in battle, he was 
too modeſt to be confident in his own 
might, 1 Fe 


'The 
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The murmur of diſcontent that 
ſpread through the Saxon nobles, was 
ſoon loſt in the triumph of the Nor- 
mans, who all, except Hubert, haugh- 
tily boaſted of their deicent from the 
Conqueror and his adherents. 


The fourteenth day, from that on 
which the King made the declara- 
tion, was fixed on for the tourna- 
ment. Sumptuous preparations were 
made, The knights ſelected their 
beſt-tempered ſwords and tougheſt 
bucklers, and plumed their caſques 
with diſtinguiſhed creſts. The ladies 
of the court made ready the pilze, 


and the whole nation reſounded with 
the 
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Matilda, in the mean time, paſted e 
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her time in peaceful reſignation and 
tranquillity, The attentive zeal of 
her ſmall but faithful houſehold, in 


a ſoul ſoft and gentle as her's, awa- 
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authority of command. 


Paſcal and Ellen, his fiſter, attached 
themſelves, the one to Geoffry, and 
h the 
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the other to Margaretta, with that 
plain and honeſt regard which ruſtic 


manners beſt teach. The aged The- 


reſa was happy in a repoſe ſo ſimilar 
to that ſhe had known in her convent, 
and the ſolitude and gloom of the 


dreary manſion were enlivened by 
the tranquillity of its inhabitants ; 
but ſoon was that tranquillity dif- 
turbed, | 


The neareſt road to the village 
from the manſion laid through the 
corner of a vaſt foreſt, interſected by 
many winding tracts. Paſcal, who 
was tlie purveyor, in his frequent 


journeys 


101 
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journeys to fetch proviſions, generally 
took this route. 


One evening he returned in haſte, 
and, trembling, informed the Ba- 
roneſs, that, as he was paſſing through 
the foreſt, he heard the trampling of 
ſeeds, and three or four men on 


horſeback, and in armour, puſhed | 


forth among the buſhes. 


They accoſted him, and demanded 
the road to the manſion of the Ba- 
roneſs de Mainfroy, The peaſant, 
terrified at the unuſual fight of arms, 
and fearing their intention might be 
hoſtile to his revered lady, directed 
them 
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them tle wrong way, and flew back 
with the alarming intelligence. 


Matilda heard with apprehenſion 
and ſurpriſe the detail of the faithful 


Paſcal. She could not comprehend 
how armed men ſhould have buſineſs 
with her; but, determined to perſe- 
vere in her reſolution of conſtant for- 
titude, ſhe tranquilliſed her fears. 


Scarcely had the ſmall family fi- 
niſhed their frugal ſupper, when a 
violent knocking was heard at the 
great gates. The females ſhuddered, 


and Geoffry, accompanied by Paſcal, 
haftened to the portal. OW 


«« In 


an 


In 


ar 


b. 


DAYS OF. CHIVALRY» 95 


In the King's name !” ſaid an 
unknown voice. Geoffry ſtarted, 
and Paſcal retreated behind him. 
A herald then alighted, and demanded 
in the King's name to ſpeak with the 
Baroneſs de Maintroy. 


He was uſhered into the great hall, 
and Geoffry haſtened to inſorm his 
miſtreſs of his arrival, Matilda ſum- 


moned all her courage, and, attended 
by Thereſa, entered the hall. 


The herald, reſpectfully addreſſing 
her, related the King's declaration of 
beſtowing her, agreeable to the vow 


ſhe had taken, in marriage on a 


Norman 
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Norman noble; delivering at the ſatne 
time his command to her to appear 
at the tournament. 


Matilda, aſtoniſhed, confuſed; and 
more than ever diſtreſſed at the King's 
exerting his privilege of diſpoſing of 
her hand, ſtood for ſome time filent, 
knowing not what reply to make ;— 
but the herald, waiting for none, 
bowed with reverence, and, return- 
ing to his companions, mounted his 
fteed, and departed. 


Grief and diſmay now ſeized the 
gentle foul of Matilda. Her deli- 
cate heart felt injured by the abſolute 

dominion 
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dominion thus exerted over its af- 
fections, and ſhe revolted at the idea 
of leaving her retreat, and becoming 
2 ſpectatreſs of a trial of martial 
{kill, which was to decide her fate ; 
but to diſobey the King's command 
would be an indecorum which her 
gentle mind and reverence for the 
royal authority forbad. 


The conſternation of the Baroneſs 
ſoon ſpread through her little family, 
and, joined to the late alarm, occa- 
ſioned the younger domeſtics to 
fancy every ſhadow an armed man; 
and, as they paced the large apart- 
ments, a thouſand imagined figures 

vor. IT, II of 
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of terror continually ſurrounded theſe 
alarmed and timid creatures. 


Adhering with heroic firmneſs to 
her plan of ever-confiſtent reſignation, 
the ſteady Matilda compoſed her 


mind, and determined to paſs the 


fourteen days preceding the tourna- 
ment in preparing herſelf to act on 
that cruel occaſion with becoming 
delicacy and dignity. 


While ſhe was thus reconciling 
herſelf to the ſtern decrees of royal 
power, the memory and image of 
Hubert darted acroſs her foul, and, 
falling on her-knees, before the ſhrine 
mt of 
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of St. Agatha, in an agony ſhe had 


never before felt; fortitude and piety 
ſtruggled long ere they reſtored her 
ſoft mind to its former ſerene pa- 


Till now the had muſed on the 


amiable knight, with the idea that 


the was only contemplating what was 
brave, great, and reſpectable, in the 
perſon of the accompliſhed Hubert ; 
but the thought of being devoted. to 
another brought a train of new ſen- 
{ations that diſturbed her tranquillity. 


Will Hubert, enter the liſts ?” ſhe 


ſecretly inquired of her own thoughts; 
— but who is he ? (ſhe added as 
H 2 ſwiftly); 
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ſwiftly); he is the favourite of the 
Earl of Athelnay, — perhaps he is a 


1 


Saxon 


Day after day elapſed ere her ſere- 
nity, ſo much ſtruggled for, in any 
meaſure, returned; and ſcven days 
more would bring the dreaded morn- 


ing. 


One evening, the unfortunate, but 
heroic, Baroneſs was walking pen- 
fively in the antichamber that led 
to her apartment, when Margaretta, 
running haſtily in, exclaimed, O 
% my dear lady, let us quit, let us 


fly from this dreadful houſe !—let 


us 
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« us go now to the tournament” !'\— 
« Paſcal has ſeen· :: 


She ſtopped, breathleſs ; and, fal- 
ling on a couch, ſhuddered ſo vio- 
lently, that Matilda was alarmed,— 
She tried to reaſſure, to conſole her; 
but gained no anſwer to her queſ- 
tions of what had thus alarmed her. 


Thereſa ſoon after entered the an- 
tichamber, and, with ſome emotion, 
but more recollection, informed the 
Baroneſs, that Paſcal, having been. 
diſpatched by Geoffry to an apart - 
ment in the buildings, that formed 
the northern front of the court, 


H 3 where: 
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where they uſually depoſited their 
gardening implements, had returned 
with an alarming tale, that he had 
ſeen a ſpectre. ee D 


This part of the manſion was un- 
connected with the inhabited part, 
by reaſon of the two ſquare towers 
which formed its angles; for from 
theſe there was no communication yet 
diſcovered with the other ſides of the 
building. 

Matilda at firſt rejected the ſtory, 
but the ſerious air of Thereſa induce! 
her to ſummon Paſcal himſelf, who, 
with all the reſt of the family, ſoon 
made his appearance. 

7 A} ho With 
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With a trembling tongue the ſuper- 
ſtitious peaſant made his relation, 
beightening every circumſtance, till 
the accident wore a formidable ſhape, 


« He went, as uſual, he ſaid, to de- 
poſit his tools, after he had performed 
his accuſtomed labour, in one of the 
northern apartments. Here he ſtaid, 
arranging in neat order the bags of 
ſeeds and ſtores prepared for their 
kitchen-garden, till it grew ſo dark, 
that he could ſcarcely ſee the door by 
which he was to return. The apart- 
ment was the firſt of a long ſuite, 
and in haſte he turned to the door 
which led farther into the building. 


H 4 « As 
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« As he placed his hand on the 


door, he heard footſteps paſſing in 


the next apartment, and had half 
opened it, before his terror allowed 


him to retreat. Through the open- 
ing, he perceived three or four apart- 
ments, communicating with each 
other by oppoſite folding doors: 
through the fartheſt of theſe doors, 
which were all open, he ſaw a. long 
gigantic ſhadow haſtily paſs. 


« How he retreated, or how he 


deſcended the ſhattered ſtone ſtair- 
caſe, which led to the apartments, 
Paſcal knew not. The ſteps of the 
figure, he fancied, purſucd him as he 


flew » 


T 
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flew ; for, though the honeſt integ- 
rity of the artleſs peaſant would have 
ſhuddered at a wilful falſehood, ter- 
ror and ſuperſtition ſo confounded 
his 1magination, that, when adding 
to the tale circumſtances of his own 
creation, he knew not but he was 
ipeaking truth.— 


The Baroneſs herſelf was ſuperſti- 


tious; but her good ſenſe corrected 


the propenfity, not only from rational 
motives, but from a generous wiſh 
to lull the fears of her houſehold. 


And do you tremble at a ſha- 
„dow, Paſcal? (ſhe cried). The 
LOR « ſteps 
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« ſteps you fancy to have heard 
* might be only the pacing of ſome 
« ſolitary animal,” 


She added much more to conſo[e 
and diſſipate the alarm which all, 
even Geoffry, ſeemed to have caught, 
The young Ellen and Margaretta 
were not ſoon convinced, but Geoffry 
felt aſhamed to have feared. Paſcal, 
whoſe natural bravery, his ſtrong ſu- 
perſtition and belief in ſupernatural 
appearances nothing could ſurmount, 
grew courageous, and declared, if it 
had been a mortal whom he had 
ſeen, he would have fought with him, 

3 | but 
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rd but a form from the unknown worlds 
ne he dared not to encounter. 


Thus animated by their lovely 
e miſtreſs, the family diſperſed to reſt; 
l, but a ſecret wonder hung on the 
t. mind of Matilda, for ſhe could not 
ta ſuppoſe that all was the work of 


ry nancy. 

1 The next morning Geoffry deter- 
a mined, to obviate the fears of Paſcal, 

, to remove his little garden- ſtores into 

it on: of the ſquare towers. This em- 


a ployed them the greater part of the 
day, For fo long as it was, light, 
t Paſcal was bold; but that duſky 

glimmering 
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glimmering which uſhers in twilight 
was approaching ere the work was 


completed. 


The ſtaircaſe, which wound up 
the tower, was narrow, ſteep, and 


decayed; ſmall cloſets opened on 
the landing places: againſt the carved 
work of one of theſe doors, Geoffry 
leaned to reſt as he deſcended, Paſcal 
being already gone, when he heard a 


faint noiſe, as of the jingling of the 
plates of armour, proceeding from N 
the bottom of the ſtairs; but their 
winding round prevented him ſeeing | 
what occaſioned it. Paſcal's tale 
ruſhed with new force on his mind, 


and 


ht 
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and he deſcended in haſte, but no- 
thing was to be ſen. 


In much conſternation, he deter- 
mined to reveal his ſecond alarm to 
the Baroneſs, knowing her diſcretion 
would conceal it from all but the ſober 
Thereſa. Accordingly, he haſtened 
to the antichamber, where ſhe fat 
alone, with that good domeſtic. 


Matilda was ſeriouſly alarmed 
when ſhe firſt heard of the ſtrange 
noiſe. She conſulted with Geoffry 
whether it would not be belt to have 
the whole range of buildings on the 
northern fide ſearched; but ſoon 

recollected 
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recollected that this might raiſe more 
terrors than it might quell; and, a 
no paſſage led inwardly to the inha- 
bited part of tle manſion, there 
could be no danger in ſuffering the 
matter to explain itſelf. EB. 


I be ſtories, repeated ſo often among 

the ſiſters in the convent, had leſt 
both in the mind of the Baroneſs and 
Thereſa, doubts, if not belief, con- 
cerning the intervention of unembo- 
died ſpirits in the affairs of mortals; 
but they had too much piety to 
ſuffer this aſſent to . __ 
affright. | 


Pont * 
4 


Thereſa, 
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- Thereſa, ſoon after Geoffry was 
gone, having aſſiſted her lady to 
ſuſtain her fortitude, and compoſed 
her own frame, more feeble with age 
than apprehenſion, left the apartment 
of Matilda to order ſupper. 


Her way laid through the great 
hall, whoſe ſpacious and gloomy ex- 
tent, now darkened by evening, ſcarce 
ſuffered her to trace the way, The 
windows, placed between the ſup- 
porters of the roof, were ſo high and 
heavy, that they admitted but little 
light; and ſhe was obliged to open 
the great portal, ere ſhe could pro- 
ceed. | 


141 1 y 
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As the returned, ſhe brought a 
lamp, and haſtened to cloſe the door 
ſhe had left open. The gigantic 
ſtatues, on whoſe ſhoulders the ciel- 
ing reſted, caſt their vaſt ſhadows 
along the black and -white marble 
of the pavement. The light of a 
lamp added to, rather than diminiſhed, 
the appalling aſpect of this groteſque 
place. 8 


Thereſa, as ſhe ſtepped ſwiftly on, 
thought the ſhadow of one of the 
figures wore not the ſame ſhape as 
the reſt ; more -breadth of ſhade was 
added to it. She ſtarted, and per- 
ceived on the floor ſomething that 

| lightly 
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lightly waved, like the plumes on a 
helmet. 


Without cloſing the portal, or once 
looking at the ſtatue from whoſe ſha- 
dow it proceeded, ſhe darted, as 
quickly as her aged feet would con- 
vey her, to the Baroneſs's apartment. 
Their terror was now mutual : ap- 
prehenſion and aſtoniſhiment took 
place of cautious ſedateneſs. Geoſſry 
was called; who, though very much 
alarmed, agreed to ſearch the hall 
and the reſt of the apartments, ac- 
companied by Paſcal ; todeceive whom 
hc would make a pretence of ſeeking 


for ſome keys. 
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Matilda and Thereſa waited in 
trembling expectation, till Geoffry 
returned, who affirmed that nothing 
was to be ſeen, and that the gates 


were barred, and all in ſecurity. 


CHAP, 
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e HAT. XIII. 


As I wake, ſweet Muſic, breathe 
Above, about, or underneath ; 
Seat by ſome fpirit to mortals good, 


Or ti unſzen genius of the wood. 


II PEXSEROSO. 


EDATE reaſoning, in ſome mea- 
{ure, alleviated the fears of the 
Baroneſs and her aged domeſtics, while. 
the younger part of the family were 
ſtill harraſſed by their terrors. 


18 Margaretta 
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Margaretta and Ellen were careful 
to avoid paſſing through the great hall, 
when a lamp was neceſſary to guide 
them whither they were going ;—the 
waving ſhadows of the vaſt ſtatues 
that ſupported the roofs being formed, 
by their buſy imaginations, into the 
moſt terrific phantoms. _ 


One evening, when the ſmall houſe- 
hold were afſembled round the cheer- 
ful hearth in the little hall adjoining 
the kitchen, unnumbered tales of the 
village {uperſtitions were told to Mar- 
garetta by Paſcal and his ſiſter. 


She liſtened and ſhuddered ; till a 
look of grave reprehenſion from the 


wiſer 
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wiſer Geofftey checked the her 00 
horrors. 4 
The Baroneſs was one evening walk- 
ing in the anti-chamber that led to 
her apartment, mufing on the per- 
verſeneſs of her fate, in being doomed 
to ſubmit the ſoft affections of the 
heart to the controul of ſovereign 
authority. Cruel power! (exclaimed 
ſhe) that, uſurping a dominion over 
the mind, wilt thus conſtrain me to 
devote myſelf as the blind decree of 
fortune, or the might of a warrior's 
arm, ſhall diate! O Hubert! (ad- 
ded ſhe, in a tone ſo low, that the 
much-loved name ſcarcely paſſed her 
lips) thou art brave—brave beyond 
| 3-2 the 


g 
| 
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the moſt renowned knight! But wilt 
thou join in the dreaded combat? and 
may thy arm be victorious! may thy 


| wiſhes be for victory! But what am 


I ſaying !” 


She checked the too tender ideas 
that ruſhed into her mind; and, by a 
forceful ſtruggle, recalled. herſelf to 
dignity—to ſteadineſs of ſoul. 


Advancing night now deepencd the 


gloom which ever reigned in the ſpa- 


cious apartment where ſhe was now 
walking. The penfive obſcurity of 


the hour accorded with: her preſent 


frame of mind; and opening a ſmall 


door which led to a corridore that 
(circling 


t 
d 
V 
1 
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{circling the whole fide of the edifice) 


ended in one of the hinder towers, ſhe 


ſlipped out of the anti- chamber. 


The long extent of the gallery, 


lighted only by high narrow windows, 


whoſe ſtancheons of thick heavy fret- 


work dimmed the beams which the 
ſmall panes of variegated glaſs admit- 
ted, would have ſtruck with ſolemn 
melancholy a mind unoccupied by its 
own intereſts. 


Matilda was at this inſtant tenacious 


of her reflections: her whole force of 
thinking was called out to ſupport her 
fortitude; and ſhe ſuffered no idea 


wsd) c 4 4 64 foreign 
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foreign to her prefent exertions to in- 
terrupt their effects. 


Some mouldering pictures were pla- 
ced in deep receſſes that ſunk in the 
wall between the windows; on whoſe 
pointed arches were here and there 
ſuſpended battered ſhields, or ſtand- 
ards torn and faded, from having been 
trampled in the dirt and blood of a 
field of battle. 


On theſe Matilda had frequently 
gazed, and from the hght a thous 
ſand various and fanciſul images 
had ariſen in wild retroſpect ; but 
now ſhe paſſed by them, and they 
afforded no pictures to her imagina- 

tion, 
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tion. With flow paces ſhe gained 
the extremity of the corridore, where 
a door opened into an apartment in 
the tower. It was now ſo dark, that 
the could ſcarcely ſee to uncloſe the 
little portal. | 


She entered, fearleſs of the gloom. 
The appearance of this room indi- 
cated it to have been the ſtudy of 
ſome religious perſon or domeſtic friar. 
It was vaulted ; and a grated window, 
that overlooked the gardens, gave it 
the aſpect of a cell. The ſhelves, 
that had contained learned or pious 
manuſcripts, were ſtill remaining; 
and a half-decayed leaf of yellum lay 
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on them a memento of the frailty of 
human condition. 


A little crucifix was ſuſpended over 
the bracket that once ſupported the 
midnight lamp. a 


Matilda, advancing to the window, 
gazed on the penſive, duſky aſpect of 
the ſurrounding objects yet without 
breaking the train of her ſenſations, 
The curling miſts rolled over the tips 
of diſtance that juſt peeped over the 
trees of the garden, while the deep 
brown ſhadows of the antique avenues 
were contraſted with their hazy blue. 


She 


; 
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She ' ſtood in filent meditation; 
when, through the arched walks of 
twilight groves, a ſoft, harmonious 
ſound ſtole gently on her ear. She 
lſtened—but liſtened with indiffer- 
ence: it died away in the whiſpering 
of the evening breezes ; and filence, 
for ſeveral minutes, enſued. The 
wind pauſed, and again the ſtrain 
floated among the trees. 


Matilda's attention was now ſlightly 


awakened.” She placed her head 


nearer to the lattice of the window; 
and a gentle ' gale, that fanned her 
face, bore. the muſic to her ear in the 
notes of a human voice. It approach- 
ed the tower, and ſhe diſtinguiſhed 

words. 
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words. Some were uttered low, and 
ſome loſt in the ruſtling of the leaves; 
but ſhe could catch the ſenſe of a 


ſentence, that ſeemed to be the cloſing 
couplet or burden of the madrigal. 


Shall beauty, then, ah! cruel chance! 
Be loſt, or purchaſed by the lance. 


The Baroneſs was now intereſted : 
wonder chained her to the window. 
The pales were huſhed in deep filence; 
and the voice, more clear and ſono- 
rous, repeated, in mournful cadence, 
the following lines : 


« What pow'r ſhall ſtring the warrior's arm, 


« And trembling hope to calmneſs charm, 
92 Leaſt 
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<« Leaſt, quiv ring on the verge of bliſe, | 
c Tt err, becauſe it fears to miſs 
% When beauty, ah | eventful chance I 


44 Is loſt or purchaſed by the lance ? 


« O love! thy empire now maintain, 

« Nor let raſh Fate uſurp thy reign : 

« Do thou the precious prize decree 

« To thoſe whoſe hearts are true to thee. 


&« Ah! let not beauty bow to chance; 
« With thine own hand direct the lance. 


% And Oh! my breaſt with caution brace, 


« Firm in its reſt my jav'lin place. 


« Do thou, my true- paced courſer, ſteer 
«© To wheel, ſedate, the dre id career: 
« Thy emblems, then, thou may'ſt forego 


** Reſign the quiver and the bow; 


Henceforward like a knight appear, 


« And ſhake the proud, triumphant ſpear.” 
+ | be 
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The liſtening Baroneſs was now lot 
in delighted attention. The voice 
ceaſed, and ſhe fancied ſhe till heard 
the ſweet echo of the intereſting 
words. 


She ſtood in trembling ſilence, fear- 
ing even to breathe, leaſt ſhe ſhould 
loſe one ſoft note, were the ſtrain to 
be repeated. In vain ſhe harkened; 
—all was mute. She gazed eagerly 
on the gardens: her eye tried to 
pierce the thick ſhades of the ave- 
nues, and deſcry, if poſſible, the per- 
ſon who ſung; but nothing was diſ- 
tinguiſhable, except the dim trees, 
or the obſcure form of {ome bird 
that, flapping his tired wing, haſtened 
to his ſolitary reſt, 


She 


bis Þ Ven 


DAYS OF, .CHIVALRY, 127 
She watched the darkening glooms 
vith eager minutenes—jealous of 
every deeper tint they aſſumed, leaſt 


it ſhould ſteal from her ſight an object 


ſhe ſo much defired to ſee. © Who 
can't thou be, (cried ſhe) that art 
thus acquainted with my fatal deſtiny, 
and feemeſt thyſelf to intend joining 
in the combat?“ 


A thouſand various ideas now broke 
in upon the purpoſed fortitude of 
Matilda, and, for a ſhort time, bewil- 
dered her ſedateneſs. She ſat down 
in the apartment in the tower, and 
ſpent ſeveral hours in mufing on this 
ſtrange occurrence, and in endeavour- 
ing to compoſe her diſturbed mind. 
Thereſa, 
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Thereſa at length, wondering at 
the abſence of the Baroneſs, and ſtill 


impreſſed with the terrors ſhe had 
lately entertained, came to ſeek her. | 


Matilda felt a ſecret inclination to 
conceal from her the circumſtance of 
the madrigal, which touched fo pa- 
thetically the peculiar ſituation in 
which ſhe now was; and aſſi igning no 
reaſon for having remained ſo long! in 


the tower, ſhe aroſe and followed her 
faithful domeſtic, 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. XIV. 


Hence the love of combat flows, 
Hence the warriors throbbing breaft ; 
Bright his kindling courage glows, 
Fierce he ſhakes his frowning creſt ; 
He graſps his ſword, he burns with noble rage, 
To ruſh where thronging hoſts and giant chiefs 
engage. 
ODES FROM THE ICELANDIC, 


HE remembrance of the tour- 
nament now forcibly imprinted 


itſelf on the mind of the Baroneſs ; 
VOL, 11. K and, 
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and, joined to the late alarm, tor 
mented and perplexed her. The day 
of the dreaded trial was now rapidly 
drawing near, and ſo numerous were 
the ideas and the anxieties that 
crouded on her mind, as to weaken 
for ſome time the energy of her for- 
titude. 


Towards evening, as was her cuſtom, 
ſhe went to walk on her favourite ter- 
race. To wing the heavy flight of 
the hours, ſhe had brought a volume 
of tales of the Trobadores, which, 
as they fat down in the arbour, ſhe 
deſired Thereia to read. The wild 
fancy of thoſe romantic rhymers had 


now loſt its charm. 


3 Thereſa, 
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Thereſa read, but Matilda felt no 


intereſt. The book was laid aſide; 
and, leaving Thereſa ſtill reſting her 
feeble frame, the Baroneſs nimbly 
ſtepped from the arbour, and paced 
the terrace backward and forward, 
hoping by the exerciſe to divert her 
ideas from the painful objects on which 


they repoſed too long. 


The ſun was haſtily declining ;—the. 


red beams threw a deep flame on the 
thick clumps of the cheſnuts,—then 
ſoftened into a clear golden hue, till 
they only brightened the extremities 
of the boughs ; and at laſt, as if un- 
willing to depart, ſeemed to fleep on 


K 2 the 
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the tips of the leaves. The brown 
hills around, rejoicing, caught the 
glow that enlivened their dull ſurface, 
till it ſhaded gently into the miſty 
purple of the diſtant ſummits. 


The beauty of the ſetting ſun 
caught the eye of Matilda, though 
with leſs charm than 1t was wont.— 
She gazed on the hills and the trees 
of the garden by turns, wiſhing to 
admire, more than really to enjoy, the 
proſpect. | . 


As ſhe fixed her eye on the end of 
the avenue that caught the brilliant 
glow moſt ſtrongly, ſhe diſcerned at 

+ a diſtance 
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a diſtance waving beams, Paſſing be- 
tween: the boles of the trees: the fo- 
liage was ſo thick, that ſhe could not 
diſtinguiſh what occaſioned them. 


The tremulous glimmering advan- 
ced nearer and nearer : ſhe turned in 
haſte to gain the arbour, when, dart- 


ing from the avenue, a knight iu 
armour ſtood before her. 


Matilda was ſurpriſed, but till 


collected ; for the appearance of the 


ſtranger was noble. He reſpe&fully 
drew nigh, ſtopped, as in ſuſpenſe.— 
then, bending one knee, raiſed his eyes 


to the Baroneſs, expreſſive of reve- 
rence and apprehenſion. O'S 


K 3 His 
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His vizor: was down ; ſhe turned 
on him a look of inquiry, and per- 
ceived the countenance of Hubert.— 


The ſedate recollection of Matilda 


was now converted into emotion. His 


unexpected appearance, at another 
time ſhe would have greeted with dig- 
' rity, if not compoſure ; but her 


mind was ſo agitated, the tournament 


and its dreaded conſequences ſo for- 
cibly imprinted on it, that the fight 
of Hubert at firſt inſpired a mingled 
ſenſation of pleaſure, contuſion, and 


diſtreſs. Hubert broke ſilence with 
a faltering voice. 8 


_ 8 
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« Deign, lovely Baroneſs, (ſaid 
he) “to pardon this raſh ſtep. The 


« liberty you once reſtored me ſerved 
« only to bind——” 


„ 


He ſtopped ; for Hubert, even the 
heroic Hubert, trembled before tle 
object he adored. 


e I am come (continued he, ab- 
ruptly beginning another ſentence) 
eto ſupplicate perhaps a laſt inter- 
& view, before the blind decree of 
martial preeminence muſt diſpoſe 
of your beauty, your exalted vir» 


« tues.”” 


= | 35 
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He ſtopped. Matilda, more ſoſt - 
ened than at firſt, ſtood ſilent. 


Thereſa, hearing a voice, now haſtily 
appeared from the arbour; but ſtarted 


back at perceiving a knight addreſ- 


ſing her lady. 


Her preſence reaſſured the per- 


plexed Baroneſs, and, quickly ſum- 
moning her preſence of mind, though 
ſne could not command herſelf to be 


angry at the intruſion, ſhe calmly 
replied: 


« Sir Hubert, my good wiſhes at. 


« tend the brave. | You then know 


« the King's determination: gallant 


“ {ſouls 
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« fouls muſt ever delight in trials of 
« military ſkill. Whatever reward 
«, our ſovereign may pleaſe to ordain 
« the victor, muſt be RE uy | 
44 to.“ 


© Reward too too high ! (re- 
turned he) for all the valour the 
0 mightieſt hero could ever boaſt. — 
« But oh! ſhould heaven pro · 
T pitiouſly bleſs this daring arm, 
2 may I aſk, —may I hope 5 


Again he ſtopped :—a beam of de- 
light ſhot acroſs the ſoul of Matilda. 
Hubert enters the liſts | (thought 


ſhe)—he is a Norman! 


The 
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The rapture which the certainty 
of his deſcent inſpired, for a while 
deſtroyed all unpleaſing ſenſations ; 
till the thought that he might not 
be victorious changed all again into 
doubt, and keener anguiſh than be- 


fore. 


« May I preſumptuouſly hope, 
(purſued Hubert) “ that the King's 
% command would not be too re- 
« luctantly obeyed ?” 


« My duty 1s always a cheerful 
« taſk,” replied the Baroneſs. 


But ſhould I conquer, (exclaimed 
Hubert) “ what could enhance the 


« yaluc 
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« value of ſuch a reward, but its 
« being voluntarily conferred ?” 


He could ſcarcely pronounce the 
laſt words ;— they ſeemed too raſh. 
Matilda was filent : ſhe leaned on the 
arm of Thereſa. 


* Muſt I owe to fortune alone, 
(continued Hubert, gaining courage 
from her filence)—* to blind fortune 
alone, a felicity ſo undeſerved ?— 
« Oh! could I but know that ſome 
power leſs capricious would join 
in beſtowing the illuſtrious prize, 
it were ſurely not in the might of 


armies to overthrow me.” 
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If, by a gentle word, (whiſpered 
ſomething in the breaſt of Matilda) 
© thou couldeſt aſſiſt his valour, wilt 
thou not ſpeak it? 


Rigid delicacy checked, in ſome 
meaſure, the tender idea; yet, turn - 
ing to the Knigbt with a ſmile, ſhe 
ſaid, © Adieu, Sir Hubert! and re- 
« member, that the truly valiant 
« deſerve to find all their wiſhes ful- 
* filled.” 


Afraid ſhe had ſaid even thus too 
much, ſhe courteouſly bowed and 
haſtened away ; leaving Hubert to 
quit the garden by whatever way he 
had found to enter it. „ 


Fixed 
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Fixed in the ſame ſpot, Hubert 
ſtill remained gazing after the grace- 
ful form of the Baroneſs, till the folds 


of her veſt were loſt among the trees. 


Her laſt words had ſhot a gleam 
of tranſport through his foul, and he 


quitted the garden in a frenzy, if 


ſuch it might be called; when ariſing 


in the gentle ſpirit of Hubert, —of 


valour, and of daring bravery, that 
ſeemed more than a match for thou- 
lands. 


5 « She knows not my rank (thought 
he): ſhe called me Sir Hubert.“ — 


This circumſtance pleaſed him. As 
5 Sir 
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Sir Hubert he had firſt ſeen the Ba- 
roneſs, and as ſuch he felt a delight 


in being remembered. 


To have diſcovered his rank he 


would have deemed an unpardonable 


impertinence; beſides, the precious 


time allowed him no opportunity. — 
He was a Norman, and rank and title 
now availed nothing with Hubert, — 


Haitening to the village, where he 


bad left Odo, he ſet forward to pre- 
pare for the expected, the important 


day. 


Matilda retired to her own apart- 


ment with Thereſa, who was the firſt 


0 


te 
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to remark that the appearances they 


had ſeen were now explained. = 9 


The Baroneſs deſired, from. the im- 
poſſibility of fully diſcloſing the in- i 
cident, that it might not be told to i 
the reſt of the family. 


With anxiety, now painfully acute, 
ſhe awaited the hour of fate. Efforts, 
greater than ever ſhe had before 
known, agitated her tender breaſt. 
Thereſa reaſoned ; St. Agatha was in- | 
voked ; but ſhe was not perfectly ſe- 4 
tene. | 1 


Hubert 
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Hubert now appeared more amia- 

ble than ever. His diffidence, his 

ardent love, now firſt made known, 


the trembling reſpect with which he 
ſpoke,—all pleaded his cauſe with 
energy. 


At length, ſo great was her ſettled 
fortitude, that ſhe acquired a reſem- 
blance of tranquillity, and directed 
Margaretta in preparing the habit in 
which ſhe intended to appear at the 
dreadful ſpeftacle, 


| Averſe to pomp, ſhe choſe a plain 
veſt ; not becaule it the more adorned 
| her 
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her graceful form, but becauſe it be- (FW 
came her preſent ; ſtation, unaggran- 0 
dized by wealth. 8 Fl 
Fl 
In the morning of one of thoſe days in 
that told the important period was 1 | 
faſt approaching, a loud knocking 1 
was heard at the gates, and a herald Wil 
announced the arrival of ſeveral ladies | | | 
of the court, to convey the Baroneſs 90 


to the tournament ho haſtened to 
the great hall to receive them. | 


They entered, attended by knights, 
ſquires, and pages. Though Ma- 


tilda would have been better pleaſed bi 
bad this pomp been ſpared, the greeted L 
"VOL; 11. L them i 
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them with that winning courteſy 
which delighted all thoſe who received 
it. 


A banquet was prepared, after 
which Matilda made ready to accom- 
pany the reſpectable train. Sbe had 
no ſquire to attend her; but the 
faithful Geoffry demanded the new 
office of her page, —a requeſt to which 
ſhe was obliged to conſent, though 
unwilling to incommode his age, 
Paſcal being too ruſtic for the taſk. 
Margaret ta alſo ſhe choſe to take with 
her, and with tears of regret bade 
adieu to the good Thereſa, who, with 


the young * n at the 
manſion. 


Once 
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Once more the ſteady- minded Ba- 
roneſs quitted her home, a home ſhe 
hoped for ever to have retained. 


As he ſtepped over the threſhold 
of the great gates, her trembling feet 
refuſed to paſs. Heavy, beyond 
their wonted lightneſs, they ſeemed 
adhered, nor, without a ſtrong effort, 
totſook the touch of an abode they 
might never reenter happy and free. 


Geoffry in the court preſented: her 
the ſteed on which ſhe was wont to 
ride. It was a beautiful white courſer, 
unlike the palfreys of the other ladies, 

L 2 decorated 
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decorated only with a faddle-cloth of 


azure velvet. 


Proud of his charge, when bearing, 
his lovely miſtreſs, his arched neck 
aſſumed a loftier bending, and he 
paced the ground with conſcious 
dignity. 


Matilda, unwilling to try her for- 
titude, when the trial could without 
fault be ſpared, truſted not her eye 
once to look back, and in ſocial diſ- 
courſe with the ladies diverted her 
thoughts from their neareſt inte- 


reſts. 
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On the evening, before the dreaded | 
day, they arrived at the court j and 
apartments were allotted for the Ba- 
roneſs in the houſe of a lady of diſtin- [1 | 
guiſhed rank. Every female be- 1 
longing to the court was eager to ſee thi 
and admire an object fo much the Wil 
public theme. on Wl 
i 

Fl 

"Matilda was collected, bur” pen- 0 
fre; ſhe endeavoured to remember fl 
that fortitude, to deſerve the name, | 
muſt be conſiſtent, muſt preſerve its 9 
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equal patience, however painful the 


taſk, on every occaſion. 
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The morning now aroſe, and Mz- 
tilda, from the window of her apart- 
ment, beheld the reddening dawn. 
with keen apprehenfion. The tour- 
nament was to continue three days, 


with an intermediate uy BETS] 
each, | 


The King had already diſpatched 
to each knight, by the herald, a 
ſplendid ſword, with the cuſtomary 
form of invitation. 


"The ladies of the court aſſembled 
early, and took the ſeats prepared 


for them to view the approaching ſpec- 
tacle. 
The 
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The reluctant Matilda, with, a 
throbbing breaſt, was placed between 
the moſt honourable females, and diſ- 
tinguiſhed by the name of the Lady of 


the Tournameat. 


The King and his nobles ſoon ap- 
peared : the judges of the held mea- 
ſured out the ground, which was a 
ſpacious amphitheatre, encircled by a 
range of lofty. beach trees ; beneath 
whoſe ſhade were raiſed the ſeats for 
the ladies ; the King and his train oc- 
cupying the middle ſpace between the 
trees and the place appointed for the 
Rs. -/-;:-- 
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The trumpets now blew; the 
knights grouded to enter the lifts; 
each was adorned with unuſual ſplen- 
dor; their ſhields, their caſques, wore 
the moſt gallant devices, and round 
their arms were wound white ſcarfs, 
in honour of the beautiful dam- 


tel for whom they fought. 


Matilda gazed, but no Hubert 


met her eye. She looked for the 
caſque, the ſhield, which ſhe herſelf 
had beſtowed upon him ; but ſhe 


looked in vain. 


Hubert is falſe, is perfidious ! ſhe 
thought, and her indignant ſoul 
| ſpurned 
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ſpurned the remembrance! of his 
image; but juſter recolleftion ſoon 
chaced a ſuſpicion ſo unworthy of 
the heroic Hubert. Some fatal ac- 
cident has befallen him, ſhe next 
ſurmiſed; and her fortitude ſunk in 
agitation and diſtreſs. 


The Knights now advanced to the 
attack ; at fiiſt they fought ſingly; 
then mingled in general combat. In 
the tumult of her ideas, Matilda 
kept her eyes fixed on the fight ; and 
could not forbear, notwithſtanding 
her emotion, to remark the uncom- 
mon intrepedity of a knight who 
wore on his caſque a filver leopard. 


His 
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His form was more graceful, and 


his yalour more ardent, than ſhe was. 


willing to allow ; ſhe averted her eye 


from him, and ſought. to loſe her 
diſtreſs in the hurry of the ſcene. 


Several hours were paſſed in the 
obſtinate engagement: at length the 
judges of the field beſtowed a magnifi- 
cent faulchion, the firſt day's prize, 
on the knight who bore the leopard 
upon his helmet. E- IF 0) 


Matilda ſhuddered at the conclu- 


ſion of this firſt trial; and, as the 
er, was "i to her oy the King 
| | himſelf; 


a MY”. Wk am 
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himſelf, ſhe could ſcarcely | ſuſtain 
waer from Aan | 


The Knight, with the profoundeſt 
reverence, took the hand of ' the Ba- 
roneſs, which the King preſented to 
him; yet ſeemed himſelf to tremble, 
as he raiſed it to his lips. 


Matilda wondered that he unclo- 
ted not his vizor; yet, withing not 
to ſee his face, turned as ſwiftly as. 

me could from him, and, attended 
by. the reſt of the ladies, withdrew. 


The next day was paſſed by the 
diſconſolate Baroneſs in aſtoniſhment 


at 


156 DAYS OF CHIVALRY. 


at the unaccountable abſence of 
Hubert, and repeated efforts to re- 
gain her compoſure. 


The day of the ſecond trial was 
now come. The combat was more 
furious than before. All the knights 
ſeemed to conſpire againſt the victor 
of the former day. He fought till 
more determined than before, un- 
horſing ſeveral of his antagoniſts; 
his arm ſeemed endued with more 
than mortal ſtrength ; and Matilda 
would have admired ſuch heroilm, 
but ſhe hated the name of the victor 


on the preſent occaſion. 


'The 
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The combat was near to be con- 


cluded again in favour of the former 


conqueror, when a knight of vaſt 
ſize, and more might than caution. 
ſprang rapidly on the conquering 
warrior, and with an impetuous blow 


hurled him from his horſe. 


The ſtricken knight alighted on 
his knee, and, inſtantly bounding up, 
leaped on his foe with the fury of a 
tygreſs darting on her prey. His ac- 
cuſtomed caution ſeemed now loſt 
in rage. 


Matilda beheld with ſecret plea- 


ſure the triumphant victor thus over- 


i 


— — —— —— — — — 
—— — — - — — 


thrown, 


— 
— 


—— —ä—jͤẽ 


= - x — 2 2 
— — —— — ́ — 1 — —— — 
A — —— — 


158 DXYs OF CHIVALKTY, 
thrown; who, notwithſtanding his 
ralour was 'now Tifen to raſtineſo, 
nay, even frenzy, was ſtrongly op- 
poled by the tal Kkaight. ..; 
This gigantic antagoniſt appeared 
to have reſerved all his might for this 
concl uding period, and Matilda ſaw 
wirh delight the rich corſlet, ſtudded 
with gems, beſtowed upon him. 


The Knight with the leopard- 
<reſt was rouſed to diſtraction at the 


ſight. Already faint with the loſs of 
blood, the keen agony he ſeemed to 
feel was ſoon ſucceeded by infenſibi- 

5 lity, - 
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lity, and he was borne, bleeding and 
nearly lifeleſs from the field. 


F \ 
4 * * ; - s # 1. p [ F þ i * \ 


The gentle mind of Matilda could 
not refuſe its fympathy to the 
wounded knight, and. her eye pur- 
ſued him with a generous ſolicitude, 
though ſhe was ſecretly delighted 
that the prizes were thus ſhared, 
hoping that it might occaſion ſul- 
penſe in the final deciſion. — — 


be next intervening day the Ba- 
roneſs, as uſual, paſſed in mingled 
affliction and | ſtruggle. The laſt, 
the fatal day aroſe, and ſhe felt ſo 


much 
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much agitated, that her fortitude 
now found its ſevereſt trial. 


As the hour drew nigh, ſhe fick- 
enced, and turned fo faint, that ſhe 
was tempted to mtercede with the 
King to abſent herſelf from this 
dreaded ſpectacle. 


With a becoming dignity, yet pro- 
per reſpect, ſhe ſent a requeſt that 
ſhe might be permitted to remain in 
her own apartment. With ſome dif- 
ficulty the intreaty was accorded to, 
and Margaretta only was the compa- 
nion of the Baroneſs till evening. 


The 
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The hours ſeemed to move with 
more than uſual ſpeed, as in filent 
apprehenſion the diſtreſſed, yet patient 
Matilda, awaited her doom. She 
frequently debated with herſelf whe- 
ther or no ſhe could again conſiſt- 
ently oppoſe the King's will. 


His clemency, in allowing no 
Saxons to ſtrive for her hand, ap- 
peared to obviate all farther refuſal ; 
and, perplexed how to reconcile her 
duteous ſubmiſſion to her ſovereign 
with her own delicate ſentiments, ſhe 
remained uncertain how to act, thoꝰ 
reſolved to adhere to whatever path 
was moſt worthy. 
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Evening now came; and ſome la- 
dies of the court arrived to acquaint 
the Baroneſs, that the King requeſted 
to fee her, and was waiting in a ſa- 
loon of the palace, wherein ſhe was 
lodged, to preſent to her the vicd- 


rious warrior. 


Matilda violently quivered as theſe 
laſt words were pronounced, and 
could ſcarcely fupport her gentle 
frame. She nevertheleſs took the 
arm of Margaretta, and, ſurrounded 
by the ladies, haſtened to the ſaloon. 


49 i 
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The King was ſeated amid a ſplen- 

2 N . Dq gen da 
did circle of nobles and ladies: when 
ts, 
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the Baroneſs entered, he aroſe, and 
with a gracious air advanced towards 
her, holding in one hand a knight. 


Matilda, confuſed, yet awed by the 
preſence of her ſovereign, paid her 
obedience with modeſt and profound 
reſpect, but not once raiſed her eye 
to the victorious knight. 

2 Accept, 3 Baroneſs, (pur- 
ſued the King) © this brave vouth, 
das the conqueror in two of the 
— « three days of our tournament. — 
« His valour has proved him worthy 
4e of the felicity I I ordain him. Ac- 


[ S453 


40 « cept the Baron de Neuf chatel a as 4 


ar! 14 


30 chuſband.“ 
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The ſhuddering Matilda now ven- 
tured to look up, and beheld the 
knight with the leopard-creſt, "His 
vizor was {till down, and he bore on 
his arm a ſplendid ſhield, the prize 
of the laſt day, on which, according 
to the King' s order, was emblazoned 
the device of the family of Mainfroy, 
the palm-tree riſing from the back 
of the elephant, and twifted into the 
form of a crols. e 


Matilda ſtood in ſilent conſterna- 
tion, and the knight ſpoke not.— 
The King waited not for her reply, 


but, deſiring her to prepare for the 
ſumptuous banquet he had ordered 
+ 40 


10 
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to be provided in honour of the day, 
he withdrew. with his train, and Ma- 
tilda, b bowing to the unknown knight, 
haſtily retired. 


: When ſhe arrived at her own 
apartment, ſhe threw herſelf upon a 
couch, and remained ſome time nearly 
inſenſible. Again to refuſe com- 
pliance with the will of her Sove- 
reign ſeemed now impoſſible, yet ſhe 
wiſhed for nothing but to retire once 
more from potup and ſplendor, and, 
for ever buried in ſolitude, to medi- 
tale ſometimes on him who had been | 
ſo inactountably detained from try 
ihg at leaſt to obtain à hand the could. 
cliterfully have beſtowed. 

20.3 | At 
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At length, ſhe' roſe ; and paced 
with agitated ſteps the richly ' orna- 
mented chamber; when the door 
opened, and Margaretta, entering, 
| delivered a requeſt trom the victor of 
the day, to be permitted to ſee her. 


The Baronefs, ſcarcely knowing 
what ſhe did, faintly bowed her head, 
and Margaretta ſoon returned with 
the Knight. 


He advanced with trembling ſteps. 
Matilda, rouzing her heroiſm, looked 
on him, and perceived that the blood 
which flowed from his wounds, on 

the 
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the firſt day of the tournament, had 


This brought to her mind the 


fainting ſtate in. which ſhe had ſeen 

him borne from the field, and the 

folt a ſenſation of ſympathy which 

inclined her to look again on him ; 
but, inſtantly recollecting that he was 

the victor, ſhe turned away, averſe to 
his ſighht. | 


Courteſy, neverthelels, bade her 
inquire, in as ſweet a voice as ſhe 
could command, of his wounds. 


* N89. happy wounds !” cried 
| he, raiſing his vizor, wy throwing 
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himſelf at her feet. Ilie voice alarmed 
her; ſhe turned again, and beheld 


She ſhricked ; and, ſeizing Mar- 
garetta's arm, with difficulty ſuſtained. 
herſelf from falling. She ſoon felt, 
her heart reproach her for being thus 
betrayed into emotion ; and, by an- 
inſtantaneous effort, recovering her 
ſedate preſence of mind, again, with 
a look of courtely, ſhe turned to 
Hubert. ER. 


« T thought the victor of the day 
« was the Baron de Nevuf-chatel,” ſaid 
ſhe, in a gentle tone. 


« And 
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' 4 And the Baron de Neuf-chatel 
is the too— too happy Hubert! 
returned the Knight; — but, diffident 
as dauntleſs, he trembled leſt he 
ſhould preſume too much; and, turn-- 
ing the diſcourſe from his own felicity, 
with difficulty ſtruggled for compo- 
ſure ſufficient to relate how he be- 
came the Baron de Neuf- chatel. 


A 


Matilda felt no additional ſatiſ- 
faction in learning this intelligence. 
As a private Knight, the brave 
youth had firſt engaged her gentle 
affection. Venerated by the Whole 
nation as the firſt example of heroic 
bravery, renowned for bold atchieve- 
ments, and the exalted performance 

of 
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of every illuſtrious virtue, he ſeemed 
even more worthy in the eyes of 
Matilda, as Sir Hubert, than as the 
Baron de Neuf: chatel. 


The Baroneſs now found that it 
was as difficult to ſubdue the feelings 
to one ſedate and compoſed tenor in 
joy as in diſtreſs; but here the ſincere 
delicacy of her ſoul aſſiſted the at- 
tempt; and, ere Hubert had finiſhed 
his relation, ſhe acquired an aſpect 
ſo ſerene, that Hubert himſelf could 
not ſuppoſe ſhe complied reluctantly 
With the will of her Sovereign. Mo- 

derating his own rapture, he ſoon, 


with 
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vith mingled reverence and emotion, 
bade his ee RY adieu. 
HERE 4 f rer 
In three ok from the hand of 
the Seneſchal, deputed.by the King 
for this purpoſe, the beautiful Ba- 
roneſs was beſtowed on the deſerving 
Hubert. At her own particular ro- 
queſt, great part of the intended 
pomp was omitted. 


The King reſtored with gracious 
liberality the domains ſo nobly relin- 
quiſhed into the poſſeſſion of their 


ttue heireſs, and Hubert led his 
bcautiful bride to that caſtle; Which 


"ſhe had deemed for ever reſigned. 


Hither 


| 
| 
' 
: 
| 
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Hither the faithful Thereſa, whoſe 
feeble frame could ſcarce ſuſtain the 
exceſs of her joy, with the delighted 
Margaretta, was ſoon brought. Paſ- 
cal, too, and Ellen were eſtabliſhed 
in poſts in the ſplendid houſehold, 
which their fidelity had ſo well me- 
ritted. n atk 

. Geoffry, with the juſt reward f 
his attachment, was reinſtated in his 
ſtewardſhip, and beheld himſelf again 
in that loved home, where his worthy 
age ſhould find its laſt repoſe. 

Hubert would joyfulty have cons 
mitted. to his care the truſt of his 
Norman poſſeſſions; but, unwilling 


to 
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to detach . him from his revered Ha- | 
bitation he ſent to Rouen the truſty 
Odo with liberal recompence for 
his tried integrity, and placed bis 
on bode in a habitation ſo dear to 
bis beloved Matilda) 5-11 2310q;: n 

fs b in 

The 3 on her arrival, felt 
her happineſs redoubled by the ſight 
of her faithful domeſtics reſtored to 
thoſe affluent comforts which they 
had ſacrificed to their affection * 
their miſtreſs. 


1 on her entering the 
caſtle, accompanied by het admiring 
conſort, with the exulting conſciouſ- 

ruin 10d ; enoiltoltogq neſs 
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neſs of having faithfully tulfilled 
her duty, ſhe paid her devotions at 


the grave of her father, in the ſub- 
terranean chapel. 


THE END. 


